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Satire shouid like @ volish’d razor keet:, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarceiy felt or seen, — LADY MONTAGUE 


® Poitical Pasauinades and Politieal Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. Thev suppiv information as to the person and 
vabite often as to the motives and objects of pubiic men, which caunot be found elsewhere."—CRoxeR’s New WuHic Guips. 
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Price One Penny, 





| This miserable affair has lost the use of its wheels, is suf- 
fering severely from a fracture in the springs, and is affected 
| with a dislocation of its splinter bar. It has lost several ot 
| its seats, and the hacks that used to draw it are so worried by 
the staggers that they roll from side to side, like ships in a 
storm, or like flies in a butter boat. 

It will be seen from the numerous authentic records spread 
throughout our pages that Victoria is not one of the sort to be 
humbugged, or led away by either one or the other. We 
know the path she takes will be the right one, and she will 
make but small work of any one who dares to oifer any 
impediment to her progress. 
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THE QUEEN'S 








Each party is now amusing itself by swearing that its own 
“de is that of the Queen, and if Her Majesty were a seat in 
Parliament she could not be more warmly contended for tha 
she is by the two parties at the present moment. The above 
sketch places her in the posit:vn of an omnibus-passenger, for 
whom conflicting cads, and combative conductors are fiercely 
contending. Russell who makes up, as the theatrical plivase 
Ss, extremely well, as a Cad, is endeavouring to drag her sacred 
Majesty into his own Buss, which he calls the Queen's own, 
While Peel and Wellington as two miserable conductors, who 
lave long forgotten how to conduct themselves, are dragging 
Victoria into their crazy old vehicle, which they call the | 
Constitution. 


THE PAPER WAR 


The puper war is rag-ng furiously beth morning aud even- 
ber caf er the Pot did attribute blackness to the Rettle 
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it does so, when the Times imputes a want of veracity to the 
Standard, or when the Post finds a want of candour in the 
Herald. A young artist named Newman, and who is a New- | 
Man to these pages, has shadowed forth as dingy a collect- | 
ion of pots and kettles, as one would expect to meet with | 
among the press gang. We fancy we see the dark soul of} 
Barnes peeping from the blackest of the above Kettles, which | 
from the smoke that issues from the mouth, must be intended | 
for the printing-house square editor. In comparing the press | 
to pots and kettles, the artist has done well, for, in tin-ware | 
as in newspapers, those which are empty are always the noi-| 
siest. There is abundance of vapour perpetually issuing from | 
these vessels, and they generally get into hot water, who' 
venture to interfere with them. We scarcely know how to) 
assign to each newspaper its own pot or kettle—the coffee | 





LONDON 


The sky was clear—and bright the morn— 
In the hour when FiGaro was born— 
The Times it whistled—the Herald roll’d, 
When they heard the milllons that Fic. had sold. 
And never was heard such a cheering wild, 
As welcom’d to life the witty child. 
It has lived since then—and used it’s knife, 
For near seven summers—a merry life. 
With proffer’d wealth, and of place the range, 
It (like the Tunes) we will only change— 
But we won’t—and our motto—shall ever be— 
Victoria—Reform ! and Liberty ! 
BUT WE WONT, &c. 

We are aware there have been many parodies on The Seq. 
but as that undrinkable element is ever varying, so will the 
parodies upon it admit of numberless varieties. There is one 
thing in our favour, that in taking The Sea for a subject we 


pot, from its fatness, both at top and bottom must we should | #re sure of having something salt, in what we give our readers 


think be intended for the Herald, and Coffee Pot No. 2, must } 


be the Post, by its particularly wooden aspect. The pot that} 
is so extremely black, and less in its etreular form Fiteonlas | 
tion) must be the Times, which naturally begins to look very | 
black owing to the circumstance of the rest of the Press | 
gaining upon it every day. The sauce-pan must bethe 7oAn | 
Bull, which deals so largely in sauce, and the unmeaning | 
looking vesel with the black mouth must be the Age, which | 
does nothing but splutter forth feeble venom, and slobber | 
out gall, so weakly, that it dribbles over itself without hav- 
ing the force to spirt it out upon any one. Another happy 
pointin the above caricature, has been to place the 7?mes on | 
worn ont and shrunk legs, showing it to be on 7ts Jast legs, a | 
fact thatis obvious to every one. 


' 
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THE TIMES AND FIGARO 
[t is not often that we praise ourselves, though if we ©| 
we should only be following a very good example. For- 
tunately however, there is no necessity for us to undertake 
the office of trumpeter to ourselves, as the shrill blast of 
public opinionland trumpet-tongued fame have already played 
* louder and longer accompaniment to our prosperous career 
than we care to listento. The following parody is called for 
by the horrid aspect of the Times, and we recommend that | 
it should be sung at all public meetings, and at every place of 
public amusement. We are quite sure that if The Queen 
were at the Opera, she would be delighted to have it between 
the acts of J Puritani. 
Atn—The Sea, the Sea 

The Times—the Times—the foul o/d Times— 

In turn with either s!de it chimes. 

Without a mark—without a bound, 

It turneth and turneth round and round. 

It Tories abus’d—now it Whigs defies. 

And like a Major Longbow, lies. 

Who's on The Times—Who’s on The Times. 

Muststain his soul with political crimes— 

With gall for ink—and the quill of a erow— 

And abuse which ever way they go. 

If on us, they pour their curses deep— | 

What matter !—We read ourselves to sleep— 
What matter, &c. | 


I love—Oh how I love to pernse, 

Their foaming sheet of froth and news. 
When each mad scribe of Puddledock, 
Rants and curses—our nerves to shock 
Which tells that it’s sale is falling bw— 

A fact it can’t bear the world to know. 

I neverupon the dull Times did pore— 

But I saw its ve nality more and more. 

And backward I tlew—with a double zest — 
To FiGaro: honestest, wittiest, best ! 





Por a treat it has been—and is to me— 
rt » 
The Figaro, every week to see. 
For a treat it has been. and is. &c. 





THE PAVING QUESTION 


A sort of revolution has been got up in Oxford Street, on 
the subject of paving, the vestry declaring they will pave 
Oxford Street, and the inhabitants swearing positively that 
‘They are d—d if it isn’t macadamised.’ The most tremend- 
ous excitement prevails upon the subject, and a meeting was 
held on Saturday last, at which it was logically proved that 
to pave the road, would actually send the whole of the north 
side of Oxford Street throughthe Insolvent Court. We con- 
fess we cannot see how it can matter much, nor can we per- 
ceive why a paved street must bring ruin upon its inhabitants. 
According to this, the City must be in a frightful state of 
bankruptcy, for the streets are paved throughout, and Lombard 
Street must be full of candidates for the Fleet and White- 
cross Street. It is true that things must go on more emooth- 
ly on a macadamised road, but it is beyond our discrimination 
to find out how paving Oxford Street can possibly pave the 
way to ageneral insolvency of the inhabitants. If sucha 
thing should be done, we advise them to go ‘ gently over the 
stones,’ as the best means of avoiding the danger. 











THE FIRE ESCAPE SOCIETY 





We have received a letter from this Society, and the annual report of its 
proceedings, from which it appears that its object is a most excellent one, a 
fact we beg to say we never doubted. Our ridicule was aimed at the tar- 
diness of those who brought a fire escape to the spot two days after a fire, 
and our article would rather serve the Society than injure it, as its object is 
to urge and encourage the instantaneous presence on the spot of parties for 
the purpose of endeavouring to save life in cases of fire. By the report 
it is evident that much has been done by this excellent institution, and we 
regret that any of those interested in promoting it, should have imagined that 
we wished to disparage or discourage its benevolent efforts. There ts no 
Society in existence more worthy of public support, and the public ought, for 
its own sake, to come forward and further the efforts of an institution carried 
on sole/y for the public good, and with no reference to mercenary views of 
speculation which are the basis of nearlyall public companies. 





ANOTHER CAPTAIN ROSS 





We trust our readers have not forgotten our old friend 
“ No thoroughfare Ross,” for whom we have found a match 
in Captain Back, for whom stick-in-the-ice Back, 13 an ex- 
cellent soubriquet. The latter has just returned from his 
wild-goose expedition, and on perusing his log-book, we find 
that ‘ the crew hare been locked up in the ice from Augus! 
1836 to August 1837.” 

We hope we shall not be doomed to hear any humbug 
about this being a “ valiant achievement,’ a “ bold under- 
tuking:’ a © gallant exploit,” an “intrepid attempt,” or any 
of the numerous epithets by which it was the fashion t 
describe Captain Ross’s silly effort to take a short cut, where 
it had been frequently proved there never was any thorough 
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flare. Captain Back seems to have made a worse mess of it, ' can’t come down here without worrying my life out about marriage, you'd 
even than Ross, for poor Back has only been a month’s | better not come at all. I never was particularly partial to Lamb, (as my 
journey and has positively been “locked in the ice,” the | — sores oe ” ee ~~" a c~ — 
whole time until the last thirty days. We hope the admiralty | "pose Lamb looked vere checetah. wed dank eat of hey peg. 

wale | 7 I e€ Iralty | Poor Lamb looked very sheepish, and slunk out of her presence. 

will makesmall work of the affair altogether. We see Back! “That's the only way,’’ said her Majesty, turning to her Maid of Honour, 
has started off thither with his papers. Good God! what | directly the door was closed. The lady appealed to, expressed, by a look of 


ean there be to interest in the papers of a poor fellow who approbation, her decided opinion that the course pursued by her royal mis- 
tress was as near ‘ the ticket,’ as possible. ‘* Mind,’’ cried Victoria, impres- 


as been zced up, withou 0W it |: . a ene, 
has beer ths ro as ¥ I Sie of moving for the last sively, ‘‘if Lord Melbourne cal!s again within a fortnight, ’m just gone owt, 
twelvemon Ss. 41 Poor devi stuck In a bog for a week or 80, | and you don’t know what time I’m expected in again.’’ 
might just as well begin to talk about “ his papers.” We} Some one about the palace was endeavouring to persuade the young Queen 


ean fancy a few extracts from Back ’s journal Sees | not to part with the royal stud. ‘‘ They shail be sold,’’ replied her Majesty, 
ember lst.—Frozen up int . firmly; ‘‘ the country cannot afford to keep an expensive stud of thorough- 
De ie he ice, confoundedly cold, | bred horses, while the aristocratic stud of thorough-bred donkies, (I mean 


‘ ‘ ve £ ire ' : or ’ . . . ° 
hailed a Kangaroo! no go! the pension list,) is so heavy upon us. But the donkies must not expect 


December 2nd—Still in the ice, d—d cold still, and no! more consideration than the horses,’’ added the Queen, with a look of 


mistake. intense meaning at a state pauper, who happened to be present. 


December 3rd.—We continue to be locked in the ice, pre- 
cious ch lly, and not a bit of gammon! 

December 4th.— We remain frozen up as per last’ Damme Every royal Duke has his especial toady. The lamented Gloucester 
but it’s cold—make the best of it. : gloried in his own, and our own, Higgins. Cumberland has got his Jelf. 

December 5th.--Stuck fast again in the ice this morning, Sussex boasts a toady in the person of Lord John Churchill. The Duchess 


and, What is more remarkable we were so all yesterday. of Kent had, (till she gave him a month’s wages and sent him off,) Conroy, 
and now the Duke of Cambridge is running about town with Capiam Stephens 


The w on . cold and frosty. Who is Cuptain Stephens? The only one we ever knew, or heard of, is the 
December 6th.— We remain Ice-bound, noses red, fingers | hero of a farce of that name, who had but one coat to his back, which he lost 
blue, toes frozen. * ™ ° a ° . in a Vauxhall row, and was obliged to borrow another with a poodle collar. 


Here the log book breaks off, on account of the hands of We trust that the Captain Stephens who plays Higgins to the Duke of Cam- 
bridge’s Gloucester, is not the hero alluded to, for, if we remember rightly, 


Captain being too cold to continue it. oe 
the Cap 5 though the Captain in question was without a coat, he always had a tail after 
him, in the shape of a swarm of creditors. 








ANOTHER ROYAL TOADY 














ROYAL SY“ PATHY THE CROWN JEWBLS. 








‘We ‘understand that the King of Sweden has expressed much regret at] 4 report reached the ears of the young Queen, that a claim had been laid 


= enn ee has befallen the Marquis of Waterford ; and that his }to the Crown Jewels. ‘‘ On whose part,”’ asked the Queen hastily, ‘‘ On 
— Majesty has ordered eeESoeee to be sent to the Governor-Gene- | the part of your uncle.’’ replied Lord Melbourne, ‘* My uncle ? is the crown 
ral of } orway to institute en immediate inquiry into the — and circum~ | in pop? demanded the Queen, hurriedly. The premier explained, that the 
stances of the recent affray at Bergen, in which the Noble Marquis received | take of Cumberland had laid a claim to some of the jewels, as King of Han- 
so serious an injury that his life was despaired of for some days.’’—Observer. | jor. «+ He wants the crown of England, does he?” said Victoria with 

The sympathy of the King of Sweden for the Marquis of | bitter irony, He wants it—only let him come to me. /lé yire if Aim!” 
Waterford, says very little for the sense of his Swedish | Lord Melbourne replied, he — think his Hanoverian at 2+ Peon ven- 
. = 6 ’t vou,’ i ar Maj 66 it’ 7 opinir e’d better not.”’ 
Majesty, who ought to know and feel, that the crack on the | re, “Don’t you,”’ said her Majesty, “and it's my opinion he'd better 1 

ve se , : ‘ His Lordship respectfully coincided. 
thick head of the bullying Waterford was just exactly whut 
he merited. Why should the King of Sweden interest him- 
selfmore about this fellow than about any other drunken THE QUEEN'S BLEMISHES. 


@ig ’ cr » © > ’ © 
“i nares 9 ho Fn ht eek oe nond broken me - braw : at Though the editors of newspapers are every day telling us what is all true 
orgen , it be out o respect to this nation that enough, that we have got a young, interesting, beautiful Queen, and all the 
the King of Sweden is about to institute an enquiry, We €D- | rest of it, their advertising columns are daily filled with announcements from 
treat his Majesty not to trouble himself; for we, on behalf | which a very contrary inference night be drawn, as to the personal appear- 


of the nation, beg to say that we are ashamed of the fellow | 4c of her youthful Majesty. According to the articles which are advertised 
r as being used and patronized by Queen Victoria, she must have had decayed 








alluded to, and heartily Fee at what has happened. teeth, grey hair, and ahead nearly bald, scurf, superfluous hair, a tanned 
ee eee skin, rough and sallow complexion, pimples, spots, redness and cutaneous 
QUEENIANIA.---No 2 eruptions. To impute such things as these to our lovely sovereign is, in our 

ae eyes, little short of treason, yet such things are daily done by advertisers of 


Botanic Cream, Poudre Subtile, Creme des Sultanes, Lotions, and a thousand 
articles which are advertised as under the Queen's immediate patronage. These 
articles mav be well for faded dowagers, or rongh skinned and sallow faced 
dowdies, among the aristocracy, but to attribute the use of such articles to 
our young and really handsome Queen, is an insult, which cannot be too soon 
put an end to, by ordering the mercenary vendors of these beastly com- 
pounds, to withdraw the name of their sovereign from their filthy aavertise- 


This pleasant series of choice morceauz, seem to give so much satisfaction, 
and the exculusive nature of our resources has excited so much curiosity, that 
we feel ourselves called on to renew the felicitous subject. 

It is well known that the Queen has been sitting to old Wilkie for her por- 
trait. Her Majesty observing that the old fellow had given her rather a 
tarsh expression, said, ‘‘ Come, Wilkie, Wilkie, that won’t do, draw it mild, 
old fellow, if you please, druw it mild!” Sir David ventured to giggle and 
‘xpress his admiration at the royal sally. ‘* What,” cried the Queen, with | ments. 


$$ > __--—-- 


ul the quickness of George the Third, ‘‘ Sally, Sally, my name’s not Sal/y, |} ————_———_—_— -_-__ ————— 
oid boy, no no, its Victoria! Wilkie, d’ye hear, don’t say Sad/y again.”’ BREVITIES. 
A few days ago, her Majesty was having a gossip with Melbourne. The —— 
Lyndhurst’s Second Love 


lollowing is a fragment of the conversation :— 
QuEEN.—So they wan’t me to marry, do they ? 
Mr.sourne.—The country expects it, your Majesty. we 
QugEeN.—The country expects it, does it ? And pray what is the opinion | the other, in politics. 
of the town on that point ? | respect, for report says that the little lady «s aft on one side, 
MeLaournne.—(Smiling.) Your Majesty is pleased to be witty. . 
; Viee Versa 


It is to be hoped that Lyndhurst in his recent marriage, has shown some 


leaning to consistency, and that in future he will espouse either one party or 
At least, his new wife sets hima good example in this 


Querx.—Your Lordship is pleased to be impertinent, and will please me | a ee saiies 
setter by holding your tongue. Some silly people talked of the probability of O'Connell being ra sed to the 

MELuOURNE.—(Suimissivelu.) Your Majesty —I—— | Peerage. This is impossible ! if O°Connell were made a Lord, he could ny 

Quekn.—Don't M ijesty me! I'll tell vou what it is, Melbourne. if you be said to be elerated to a body which contains none that is not his infer 
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TEST. 
ls Test of the superiority of DapLEyY’s Best Brow, 


Hats at 2ls. is the increase of sale from 20,000 to 
26,000 per Annum. 


A Bad Judge 
We never thought Lyndhurst a very yood judge, and his marrying a little 
Jewess with ten pounds a year, proves how right we were in our estimate. 


So it appears 
A report has prevailed of O’Connell’s being about to be madea Peer. This 
never will be the case. His talents will always render him Peer -éess. 


THE CLOCK, 
148, Regent Street. 
*,© What do the Gossamer Mongers say to this? 





————— 


This day is published, the highly suceessful Farce, now acting at the Strand Theatre Called 


NO FOLLOW ERS, 


Being No. 9, of the Threepenny Acting Drama 
No. $ thecelebrated Burlesque of CUPID. 


THEATRICALS 





Miss Romer took her benefit at the English Opera, on Monday, on which 
occastun, Mrs. CG. Jones and old Williams, kindly consented to perform parts 
they had acted on about two hundred other occasions before, but a benefit 


bill is nothing without a kind consent on the part of somebody, and if there ies ; o 
had been nothing better, we should have been told the box keepers had, in the 1. THE RAPE OF THE Lock. 2. A Day Ww ane SPENT. 
nandsumest manner, consented, (on this occasion,) to open the bores. Poor old | 3. VIRGINIUS THE RUM UN. 4. FAITH AND FALSEHOOD 


5. My FELLOW CLERK 6. PEREGRINATIONS OF Pickwick, 
No. 7. DELICATE ATTENTIONS, 
No. 10, to be published next Week isthe highly suecessful Drama of the 
KING and THE FREEBOOTER 
Now drawing overflows to the Surrey. 


Each nomber is splendidly illustrated with an engraving taken in the Theatre by an em 
nent artist,and EACH PLAY COSTS ONLY THREE PENCE. 


London —W. Strange, 21, Paternoster Row. and sold by every bookseller 


OHN DADLEY’S Composition for rendering Waterproof 


all kinds of Leather, is found, upon experience, to be un- 
rivalled. It is understood that, with the exception ofthe Army, Navy, and 
Police, he will accommodate any gentleman, or lady, by making hia, or her, 
boots, or shoes waterproof, 


Williams is no beauty, God knows, and Mrs. C. Jones is passee at best, so 
that their ‘ Aundsomest manner,’ could not be anything more than ordinary. 
The opera was the ‘Somnambula,’ which has been played to some of the 
worst houses ever known, and yet, because the house was filled with Miss 
Romer’s friends, at her benefit, the sagacious Committee announces the 
* Somnambula ’ for repetition, on account of ITs yreut attraction, They are 
mighty clever ellows certainly, to think that it was the ‘ Somnambula’ which 
filled the house, and they deserve all they got, (#. e. all they lost), by repeat- 
ing it. ‘The Exile of Genoa,’ does not gain upon us. Seguin, as the fish- 
monger Count, plays the part with all the diguity of a wholesale dealer, who 
has cleared something considerable by the mackarel season. This is an im- 
provement upon last week, for when we first saw him in the part, he remind- 
ed us of the proprietor of an oyster stall. His bearing has now all the easy 
boldness of the lessee of a stand at Hungerford, or Billinsgate. The gentle- 
man who plays the doge, that lies in pickle in the briny sea, for a whole 
fortnight, and comes out of it as fresh as a lark, wears a dress covered with 
tinfoil, and looking as if the scales of his neighbours the salmon had adhered 
to it. ‘ The Exile of Genoa,’ is a broad musical farce, written evidently on 
the model of the ‘ Tragedy Rehearsed ’ in Sheridan’s ‘ Critic,’ ‘ Tom Thumb,’ 
and other extravaganzas. The philosophical scena, called ‘ What ts man)’ 
has certainly not been equalled since Chrononhotontholoyos. For the charc- 
ter of the Doge of Venice, the author of the ‘ Exile of Genoa,’ is evidently in- 
debted to Boz’s Old Weller in the Pickwick Papers, and the poetry of the 
piece reminds us, at least, as far as the name is concerned, of Jingle. If it 
were not for the stupidity of the audience, who will persist in going to sleep, 
the ‘ Exile of Genoa would be one of the funniest things we ever saw. For 
our own parts we laughed heartily all through, and found the farce that fol- 
lowed, particularly flat after seeing it. 

We visited Astley’s on Saturday last, and were much gratified by the 
entertainments. The first piece is calledthe ‘ Admirable Crichton,’ gave scope 
to the varied resources of the theatre. The scenes in the circle, are always a 
peculiar source of amusement, and the only thing in which we noticed a de- 
cided falling off, was in the Clwn. He is not so rich a clown as we have 
been accustomed to see here. He did not enquire after the maternal connec- 
tions of the gallery, in the well-known exelamation of ‘ How's your mother >’ 
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THE CLOCK, 
143, Regent Street. 








PATRONIZED BY THE ROYAL FAMILY. 
"TPHORN'S POTTED YARMOUTH BLOATERS, for ‘Boast, 


Biscuits, Sandwiches. and Wine, in Pots Is. and 2s. each. 

The high repute and immense sale of this delicate preparation has in 
duced many would-be tradesmen (who, not having an idea of their own, 
to attempt an imposition, by labelling a pot exactly like his. thereby to de- 
rive the publi¢ and injure him, (having actually applied to his printer for 
that purpose!; well knowing that they cannot prepare the Fish, the receipt 
being an old family one, and the secret in the curing of the Herring . 
which its rancid qualities are destroyed, and it becomes so delicious a relith 
It is easily detected by observing his signatnre, ALEX. THORN, on the 
side, and on the top, Proprietor of the celebrated 

THORN’S TALLY HO! SAUCE, 
ForjF ish. Game, Steaks, Wild Fowl, and all Made Dishes, imparting a 
zest not otherwise acquired—the most economical now in use; in Bottles 
2s. and 4s. each. warranted in all climates. Wholesale at the Manufactory, 
Thora’s Oil, Italian and Foreign Warehouse. 223, High Holborn; also, at 
all wholesale oilmen and druggists ; and retail by all respectable oilmen, 
grocers, and druggists in the United Kingdom. 


LIL essen 


a question that always brought a smile into the faces of the gods, who were BRITISH WINES. 
evidently tlattered by the considerate enquiry of the buffoon as to the health The Oldest House in London for British Wines. Warranted four years 
of so near anddear arelative. The house was extremely good, though not old, 18s. per dozen. 

>‘ : de ‘ re he Ve & it i » 5et i ETT aR 
a0 GrOnn® 8h Te Bae ONE SE Sienaee Sonnet MORISON’S PILLS OF THE BRITISH COLLEGE OF HEALTH. 


The Winter Theatres open in another fortnight, and the struggle between ; “i . 4 
them will be the hottest that has been know for a long period. ‘ The more | AUTION.—This Medicine is not genuine unless the words 


‘ie mercer,’ is @ common axiom, but when people are cutting one another's | ‘MORISON’S UNIVERSAL MEDICINES’ are en- 
throats we doubt whether the largeness of the number adds much to the fun of | graved on the Government Stamp, on white letters upon a red ground. Fe 
it. There must be a great deal of this sort of work next season, for as there prevent imposition ask for ‘ Morison’s Pills of the British College of Health,’ 
are not enough playgoers in London, to make all the theatres profitable, there | all others are counterfeits. No Chemist or Druggist is authorized to sell tials 


must be money lost at some of them. | Medicine, and the public sre therefore cautioned against purchasing it ol 
Power is a very amusing actor, but avery poor author, and the worst thing | them. 
Webster has yet done has been to allow him to bring out a parcel of trashy N. B. A physician attends daily, between the hours of 12 and 2 o elock 
pieces that have been previously done in Dublin, and in the provinces. " | to advise onthe Hygean System. 
We are promised a comedy from the pen of Sheridan Anowles. This will | British COLLEGE oF HRALTH. 








be as the advertisements say, Wortiy of Notice. We are glad to tind Knowles | 4 ry’ To ptTT? , TI ’ - ._ : 
writing again, for itis high time that we should have the aid of his genius RAMP i ONS I ILL Ok HEALT H, Is @ medicine ol 
in crushing the small fry ot dirty dramatists, who look in at Kilpack’s, take long-tried elicacy, and its celebrity as a gentle aperient 
his snuff, smoke his cigars, and do any thing but pay tor what they make use | medicine is daily increasing, For bilious and liver complaints, denoted by 
of. We wish Knowles, and one, or two others we could name. would keep | sick headache, pain in the forehead, and over the eyes, dizziness, 81mging 
aloof from the nasty gang, and we slould then have some hopes for the re. | noise in the head or ears, heartburn, joss of appetite, indigestion, and weak- 
spectal lity of dramatic literature. As il is, it remains in the shyest state | ness of the stomach, drowsiness, sense of fullness after eating, wind, spasms, 
possible. '&c. For costiveness, either habitual or temporary, they are admirable; and 
; for eiderly persons, where an occasionalaperient medicine is required, nothing 


————— See ————___. = 


Po CORRESPONDENTs.—Next week, a caricature will appear from the | can be better adapted.—Sold by Prout, 229, Strand; Johnstone, 68, Cornhill; 
aye } ar "yp mre oy: : sis , } i : } > . , . , ca ~ . re i 
po veriul pe neil Ol Pierce [egan, jun. Uh heads ot the pubyjes t will v= Sanger, 150, and Hannav, 63, Oxford Street; and most medicine yendere a 
STEAM AND O'CONNELL. j the kingdom, price ls, 14a. per box. 


_—_— -~ 2 —_ 





Printed and Published (forthe Proprietor) by W STRANGE, 21, PATERNOSTER ROW. 
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